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David\'s New Friend 


Leaning against the counter, Dave double checked the list 

Bags - Packed and by the door. 

Passports and tickets - Directly under his nose. 

Bils - Yep, he'd paid them earlier. Begrudgingly, but he'd paid them. 

They were, in the finest sense of the phrase, ready to rock Crumpling the list, he aimed it for the bin BOOM! 
He shoots! He scores! He would have done a victory lap of the room if strong arms hadn't wrapped around his 


waist and teeth hadn't sunk into his shoulder. Yelping, he glared over his shoulder, taking in the manic fire that 


blazed in David's eyes. Yep, looked like someone else was ready to rock too. 


woun 


Damn, he loved having money. It brought the privacy they both craved, away from prying eyes, lying media 
and frantic fans. It brought peace, quiet, tranquility and a view to die for. 


The previous months had been long and arduous. The tour had been long and, upon returning to Phoenix, he'd 
taken one look in the mirror and realised something; they both needed a vacation. Desperately. Pale, aching, and 
with dark ringed eyes, they'd huddled in bed, sharing a laptop as they scouted for the perfect vacation 


destination. 


David had finally booked it and Dave was glad he'd allowed his partner to do it. With white sands as far as the 
eye could see and an azure sea kissing the horizon, they were in the closest place to heaven on earth. The villa 


was small, the only one on the tiny island and was completely isolated, reached only by a puttering old boat. 


Already the sun was setting, mixing a palette of reds, oranges and pinks across the sky. Hand in hand, he and 
David walked barefoot along the beach, soaking up the last tendrils of heat. The sand felt like air beneath his 


feet, trickling around his toes and slowly forcing him to relax. 


Closing his eyes and taking a deep breath, he nudged his head to David's, a serene smile playing on his lips. 
"Thank you." 


David chuckled softly, returning the gentle, cat-like gesture. "What for?" 


Draping an arm around David's waist, he stared at the sea, watching as the sun made its downward journey. 


"For bringing us here. It's..." 
"Perfect?" 


A deep sense of peace washed over him and he smiled. It was along time in the coming. For so long he'd been 
the firestarter, the one who'd open his mouth and not care who heard. He'd lash out, screaming and kicking. 
Many speculated that he hit the slender man he held in his arms. But he'd never do that, not in any lifetime. 
Dave knew his place; he was here to protect David, not beat him black and blue. His outbursts were, more 
often than not, a tactic protect his bass player. Unfortunately no one seemed to understand. He was Dave 
Mustaine, mad, bad and dangerous to know. 


Sliding his hand back to David's, he gave him a gentle tug, walking them to the surf. Cooler than the sand, it 
was refreshing, tingling over his toes and lapping at the raggedy hem of his jeans. They were a million miles 
from home and he never wanted to leave. He'd happily stay if it meant he could hide forever from those who 
wanted to destroy him. They wanted to kill his music and drag his lover from his arms. But, as long as he had 
breath in his lungs, it would never happen. He'd fight tooth and nail to keep all that was important to him. 


"What the hell?!" 


Suddenly his perfect evening in the perfect location with his perfect partner was ruined by something which 
looked as if it had been dredged from the depths of a cheap horror film. It didn't so much crawl, as amble 
with the gait of something which embodied the spirit of a slow, tropical lifestyle. Feelers searched the ground 
and hulking claws stretched in front of it. Oh, and had he mentioned that it was huge? Motherfucking huge?! It 


looked like a dinner table on legs. 


Feeling his skin crawl, Dave backed away, fear and revulsion sending adrenaline pounding through him. He wanted 


to run, pack his stuff and be on the next boat home. Because if that thing were real.. 
"Oh wow!" David dropped his hand and tip-toed across the sand before dropping to his knees. 


What on God's green earth was he doing?! Instincts kicked in and, racing forward, he wrapped a hand around 


David's shoulder and dragged him back. 

"Don't! It'll fuckin’ eat you for dinner!" Damn, he sounded like a chick! 

Lying in the sand, David chuckled, eyes sparkling in the setting sun. "Birgus latro" 

Frowning, Dave cocked his head. Now he was really confused. Had David completely lost his marbles? Was that 


some funky local dialect he was speaking? Or was it part of this crazy hallucination he was having? Whatever 


was going on, he wanted answers, and he wanted them now. 
"David... 


Still chuckling, David ignored ignored him. Instead, he crawled to the now stilled beastie and ran a hand along its 
shell. 


"Birgus latro" he whispered. Looking over his shoulder, he grinned at Dave. "Or, to you and |, the coconut crab." 


His eyebrows shot up, all but disappearing into his hair. Oh, fucking hell! It was a nightmare, a real, living, 
breathing nightmare. "So that thing." He waggled a finger towards the creature from the black lagoon. "Is real?! 


David's grin didn't fade but it did little to calm his fear. Not a lot scared Dave Mustaine. But giant-crawling- 


ambling-beasties-from-the-shadows-of-the-perfect-vacation-resort were very high on the very short list. 


David's eyes took on a dreamy look as he continued to stroke, no fear apparent in his body. If he had to share 
his vacation with those.. 


"Yes, but not for very much longer. They're on the extinct list.” 


Dave snorted. "I'm not fuckin’ surprised! Everyone who's ever seen one has probably fuckin killed it from 


fright!" 


Sitting cross-legged in the sand, David laughed softly, his hand never leaving the hard body. Dave didn't know 


how he could do it. The creature, real or not, was turning his stomach. 


"Can we, you know, just go and leave it be? Its probably just out hunting." He raised an eyebrow. "What do 


they eat?" 


"The name gives it away. And in a minute. | just." David's voice trailed off with a dreamy sigh. "I just never 


thought I'd see one in my lifetime, that's all" 
"Good! It's not the kind of thing I'd want to come across on a dark night" 


‘Oh hush up!" David's voice was laced with a soft humour. Never did his bass player snap at him, never did he 
tell him off, only chiding him with his a gentleness that Dave found attractive. "It's only a baby, and you don't 


want to hurt its feelings, do you?" 
Dave felt his eyes bug and his throat tighten. That?! That thing, was only a baby?! It was freaking huge! 


Wide, friendly eyes looked up to him, David's face filled with happiness. "They don't reach full size until they're 
about fifty or sixty.’ 


Fifty or sixty.. Right." Now he felt stupid. They were they on vacation not the Discovery Channel. 
"Years, Dave. Fifty or sixty years." 


The conversation was beginning to get a little too deep for his liking but he chuckled nervously. That was the 
David he'd fallen in love with. Dorky, smiley, permanently happy and a source of constant entertainment and 
nuggets of odd information. Leaning down, he offered his hand. Graciously it was taken and he pulled his lover 
to his feet. Draping his arms around him, he planted a kiss on David's forehead. 


"You're such a geek, you know that right?" 


Slim arms wrapped around his waist and dazzling hazel eyes looked up into his own. Dave felt his heart melt. 
The world could stop and he wouldn't care. He was the happiest person on it and no one could kill that feeling. 
Damn, they could try, but they'd never succeed. Hands slid along his jaw and into his hair, gently cradling his 
head. Lips, as soft as the sand beneath his feet, slid over his own, taking his breath away with tiny, tender 
kisses. 


"Yeah, and you love me for it," David whispered. 


And Dave did. Loved him with every ounce of his being. And every dorky conversation just made him love 
David all the more. 


